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Wat Tyl«r, M.P, 



The object of this humble dramatic exercitation, 
is to vindicate the fame and rehabilitate the memory 
of a Pure Patriot, who, for several centuries, has 
been wantonly and universally misunderstood. It is 
NOT generally known, that Wat Tyler was a hatter. 
It is NOT generally known that Humphrey, Duke of 
Gloucester and Attenborough (the famous Amphy- 
trion), flourished in the reign of Richard the Second. 
It is NOT generally known that a tax on ladies' 
chignons was levied in the year 1378. To make 
these long observed facts manifest, the author of 
Wat Tyler has had recourse to the study of the 
most recondite and obstruse historical authorities. 
The pages of Fitzstephen, Camden and How, Sir 
Harris Nicolas, the Liber Albus, and Boyle's Court 
Guide, have been diligently searched ; and, should 
any doubt arise in the minds of the patrons of the 
Gaiety, as to the strict historical accuracy of 
Tyler's tale, those patrons are respectfully referred 
to a work of conclusive and indubitable authority : 
To wit, ** HoUinsghead's Chronicles." Supported by 
this unquestionable evidence ; the author of Wat 
Tyler is surely entitled to ask the proud question 
** Am I right, or any other man ! " 
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Hicliard II. King o^ England 
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Henry Plantagenet^ alias Reginald 
Beaumanners 

Sir William Walworth, alias Dogberry 

Walworth Road ... (his son) 

Duke Humphrey 

Lord Epsom of Saltsbury ... 

Garter King at Arms 

Wat Tyler 

Mrs. Tyler 

Ellen Tyler 

Jack Straw 

Lucy Straw 
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Scene 1.— A TOWN IN ESSEX. 

Scene 2.— TYLER'S 'UMBLE 'OME. 

Scene 3.— KING RICHARD'S COURT AT BAYNARD*S 

CASTLE. 

BALLET OP THE GARTER. 

Scene 4.— THE LITTLE EASE IN THE TOWER. 

Scene 5.— OLD HOLBORN BRIDGE AND SNOW HILL. 

MAYPOLE AND MORRIS DANCE. 
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JVat Jyler, M.J^. 

SCENE L 

Market Place of a town in Essex : surrounded by old 
houses of the latter part of the fourteenth Century, 
— i. H,y a house and shop of which the shutters 
are closed : lalcony practicable over shop nvindow : 
** Tyler and Hush and Hatters to the Human Family ^ 
— jR. H» a tavern : shutters closed : large projecting 
sign ** Jack Straw^s Castle and at Hampstead:" 
C, a Market cross used as hustings at elections. 

First peep of dawn . . Stage half lit — Slow music as 

Curtain rises — Quickens as enter from back Dogberry 

Verges^ Walworth Road^ and the Watch, 

( Absurd costumes y half mediaval f lighted lanterns, 

halberts, staves, rattles, Sf^») 

Song and Chorus. Dogberry and Watch. 

Beat! Beat! Beat! 

The round of our beat go we. 
To see where criminals lurk — 

On our wearisome beat go we. 

Beat! Beat! Beat! 

Up alley and court and lane. 
Picking the gentlemen up 

Who have taken too much champagne. 

Beat! Beat! Beat! 

From farthest post to near. 
Knocking the vagabonds down 

Who have taken too much beer. 

(measured tramjy and chorus; all raise 
lanterns and spring rattles) 

Dogberry, My gallant comrades, watchmen of the 
night — 
Soon to your beds the jolly sun shall light 
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Each bold municipal : meanwhile be wary ; 
Think that your duty's most Ex-tno-di-nary : 
This day for the Great Council of the Nation 
Two Candidates will seek for nommation — 
Therefore so soon as you have had a snooze, 
Return and do your best that all may choose 
The Rightful Candidate— 

Walworth Road . Suppose, in town, 

We find some wretch votes wrongly ? 

Dog. (emphatically) Knock him down ! 

Wal. If any to excess should drain the cup. 
How should we treat them, Sir ? 

Dog. {emphatically) Why, lock 'em up 

Wal And if their votes they swap for beer or gin. 
How should they be rebuked ? 

Dog. Why, run 'em in 

Roughs, costers, applewomen, everybody 
Who misbehave, straight take into cus-tod-dy. 
Smite all — and overawe the noisy million : 
Who spares the truncheon spoileth the civilian ! 

Song a^^d Chorus. — Dogberry and Watch. 

gA-IRA 

Lock 'em up ! Lock 'em up ! Lock 'em up ! 

Who at this hour would raise a shine — 
Lock 'em up ! Lock 'em up ! Lock 'em up ! 

Whether their names be Tom or Bill. 

Lock 'em up ! Lock 'em up ! Lock 'em up ! 

Gaol without the option of a fine — 
Lock 'em up ! Lock 'em up ! Lock 'em up ! 

One and twenty days upon the Mill ! 

Enter Henry Plantagenei [Beaumanners) rich and ele- 
gant, but plain knightly costume — mediaeval lady*s 
wide awake and Grebe feather — eyeglass — white kid 
gloves — guitar, 

Beaumanners. {very sentimentally) 

He jests at scars a wound who never felt 
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Felt ! that reminds me that my Ellen dwelt 
At yonder Hatter's shop — still there she dwells — 
Does all the housework, and despises swells : 
Oh ! why did Fate this humble soul condemn 
To fill a body of the upper Ten ? 
Why am I doomed a dreadful war to wage 
With Nelly's 'pa on yonder hostile stage ? 

(points to Market cross) 

If I could only win my lovely she 
rd gladly let Wat Tyler be M.P,— 
M.P., indeed ! sometimes that hard position 

[emphatically) a pause 

Entails Sins of Omission — and Commission 
On public grounds, forsooth, I am Wat's foe — 
What are those grounds to me, I'd like to 

know ? 
Will public grounds my private acres till ? 
Will public grounds my private coffers fill ? 

( pauses y and very sadly) 

Or help me to take up that little bill ? 

But soft ! what light through yonder casement 

gleams ? 
'Tis she ! my Nell, the idol of my dreams. 

{Ellen appears at balcony 

holding a lighted candle) . 

The Maid of Corinth ne'er was such a charipi^. 
She's Priceless — mark her Composite by Palmer! 
Bahold that radiant robe, so'sweet, so natty- 
Like the Sonnambula — I mean like Patd 
She speaks-^she don't. 

Ellen {at balcony) Ah ! 

Beau. What a nice sigh ! 

Ellen. O-oh ! 

Beau, {to audience y appealingly) 

Isn't she like the Marchioness de Caux ? 
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Ellen Oh Regpy ! Reggv ! object of this flame, 
Why have you an aristocratic name ? 
Why can't you be a hatter, poor but free, 
And quit Belgravia for bold Bermondsey ? 

(Beaumnnnrrs proiluces pochd hantlkercbii 
and sohs bitierh 
Would that mv Regpy (pray that anguish ceaJ 
Were in the Metropolitan Police, 
I'd wed him were he soldier, potboy, sailor. 



be Tom 






e 'midst the great 



Why can't your na: 
tailor ? 

Bbau. {^Iwmilf) 

Because my lot has c; 
And cruel Fate ordai 

Ellen {mapphhly') Oh ! bother Fate ' 

I've always found the people whom you see 
Turn out that which they didn't ought to b 
Instead of mending matters, when too late, 
Be^in to wring their hands, and calk of Fate. | 

Beau. I^ady, by yonder blessed moon I swear — 

Ellen. If you use naughty language I declare 
I'll run away : besides, you silly-head. 
The moon has done her work and gone to bed 
Don't swear at all, and don't fly in a passion. 
You know stage moons are all gone out of 
So leave the moon alone — [fashioc 

Bead. Thou art the sun ; 

And \ thy worshipper — 

Ellen. Ton duck, have done I 

{BeniimnnntTj jmes a ladder -which stands 
hijfingr, climbs 10 ivindotv, and inalchei j 
hiss from Ellen) 

Ellen. Go home, you naughty man, 

Beau. Don't make a fuss — 

Ellen. Do take a cab — 

Bkau. I'd rather Cake a bus'. 
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Enter Walworth Road, He goes to area gate of 
Jack Straw's Castle. — Luct/ appears at gate, 

Wal. What right have you up there Yd like to know ? 

Beau. What were you doing, fellow, down below ? 

Wal. [ilejiantly thrusting his face into that of Beau- 
manners) Ha ! 

Beau, {as defiantly, his arms akimbo) Ha ! 

Wal. 'Tis well ! 

Beau. No matter ! 

Wal. You may go. 

[^Exeunt. 

Market people with fruit, vegetables, fishj Sfc. now 
enter^— Dance and Market Chorus — Sunrise, 
Stage lights up, — Dogberry Verges advances, 
ascends hustings, crowd gathers round, carrying 
a large bell, 

MARKET CHORUS. Balfe 

Dog. Oh yes ! oh yes ! the secret of invention 

Is, so Charles Dickens tells us, ** strict atten- 
tion," 
. Therefore with all your eyes and all your ears. 
Pay strict attention unto what vou hears — 
Traders in cabbages, dealers in bloaters. 
Pure, upright, free and independent voters, 
Your duty 'tis to choose a worthy gent 
To represent you in this parliament. 
Two candidates are at this instant busting 
To speechify to you from this here husting — 
They >yill be nominated to you duly 
In proper form. That's all. I am yours truly. 

{rings bell again) 
Very tld man, with weak, piping' voice, advaiices. 
The Oldest Inhabitant. 

Worthy electors of this ancient borough. 

I nominate a youth whose views are thorough. 

See, here he comes with trumpets and -vwith 

banners 
Sir Reginald Rimmel Beaumanners. 
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Flourish of trumpets, — Enter Beaumanners with 
a brilliant escort of knights and pages^ ascends 
hustings and bows to populace. 

Beau, (cffectedly) 

Your suffrages, my friends, while humbly 

seeking. 
But unaccustomed unto public speaking, 
In order that I mayn't detain you long, 
I think I'll put my speech into a song. 

I'm not a kid gloved fool. 
Though I know you think I am 
Green as any girl from school. 
Who feeds on cakes and jam, oh ! 
I know you want to sell your vote. 
You thiiik I want to hribe, oh ! 
But I grudge a shilling note 
For you and all your trihe, oh ! 

If you want a swell M.P., 
One highly ornamental. 
Fix your choice on me, you see 
It wont be detrimental. 
But if you are Patriots stern. 
Stone deaf to any dodges, 
Give the working man a turn. 
And vote for Mr. Odger. 

Jack S. Respected citizens > I nominate 

One who for you toils early and toils late : 
A better man than yon Belgravian smiler^ 
Need I allude to Mr. Walter Tyler ? 

Chorus. 

Tyler ! Tyler ! where is Tyler ! 
Freedom's friend and tyrant's riler ? 

Tyler ! Tyler ! Tyler, Tyler ! 

Who will burst taxation's biler ? 

Wat Ty-er at balcony y half shaved^ lather on his 

face, 

Wat. That's right, pursue your piping and your 
^ drumming, 
Just one more scrape and Fll be down. I'm 
coming. 



Wat TYLER. 13 



Chokus Tyler ! Tyler ! honest Tyler ! 

Deputation of Tyler* s adherents knock at his door. 
Enter Wat Tyler— absurd mediaeval dress — an 
apron^ a large Gibus hat under his arm. 

Great cheering 

Tyler ascends hustings — blows his nose with a 
very large pocket handkerchief, 

Wat Tyler advances : Great cheering 

A poor industrious hatter I stand here {cheers) 
And standing now proceed to take that cheer 
You know me ! 

Crowd Sartainly. 

Wat Tyler Am I a fool ? 

Crowd No ! ' 

Wat. Was I ever base corruption's Toole ? 

Patriots, potwallopers and townsmen dear, 
Voters unbribable and pure look 'erfe 
Your sympathy my warmest thanks evokes 
For you Fd brave the very block — my blokes ! 
Tho' yonder dandy may treat me with scorn. 
I was of poor but honest parents born, 
Just twenty years ago, in ragged gown. 
And soleless shoes I trudged into this town 
With one and ninepence and two plated spoons 
Within the pockets of my pantaloons. 

Beau. Where did you get the spoons from ? 

Wat. See how malice 

Ever conspires to drug the poor man's chalice ! 
Where did I get the spoons from ? well so far 
As I remember — from my grandmamma ! 
But you, my friends, my whole career have seen. 
People of Essex, both these hands are clean. 

(holds out his hands) 

Oldest Inhabitant. They ain't. 

Wat. They is ! whose that ? some tyrant's 

minion, 



I 



14 WAT TYLElt. 

Gag him ! and vote for freedom of opinion, 

{Inhabitant is hustled iff the stage 
Few are chf promi fs you'll hear from me. 
Send me to Westminster as your M.P. 
And you shall see 
Crowd What ? 

Wat. Here's what you shall 

Wealth, splendour, carriages and four, that's m 
The strongest ale a halfpenny a pot. 
Taxes abolished, grievances amended, 
And all the theatres free lists ne'er suspended. 
Washing for nothing, pickles, pastry, fun 
And WaOsend coals at eighteenpence a ton. 
Give me your votes and by next Michaelmas 

quarter. 
Each man shall have the moon who owns a pail 

of water. 
Then a bold peasantry, their country's pride 
Shall live on eggs and bacon neatly fried. 
The workhouse poor shall feed on buttered 

crumpets. 
And eat roast mutton to the sound of trumpets. 
The beggar smoke the best Bengal cheroots. 
And have another man to dean his boots. 
Beau, Suppose to this the other makes objection ? 
Wat. You hear my honourable friend's reflection ; 
In such a case, deny it if you can. 
It's plain that we must hang the other man. 
I've said my say ; the Commons are my goal -, 
I am a hatter let me head the poll. 
Doo. Who wish to vote for him who yonder stands 
(jwlnts to Bc-aumuimers) 
Let them at once hold up their honest hands. 

{afi-w hands are held if) 
I now proceed most plainly to enquire 
Who wish to vote for W. T., Esquire. 

{iiurnhers of hands art held up 
Ladies shall vote ! Jack shall not injure Jill 



WAT TYLEB. 15 



Come on my dears ! 
Tyler {Jrantically) Three cheers for Mr. ^^ill. 

For Tyler vote, and parliament shall grant 

That every man may marry his wife's aunt. 
Dog. The show of hands I've counted and selected, 

Ladies and Gents, Wat Tyler is elected. 
Beau, (scornfully to Tyler) 

I never knew such infamous behaviour. 

Call up my cab ! I'll go back to Belgravia. 

SONG AND LAUGHING CHORUS. 

Stbaw : Did you think to win this fight, sir ! 

If your efforts weVe made light, sir; 
You'd less tell a boy than a gal. 
Pray go home, sir, to Pall Mall. 

Ohobus: Ha! Ha! Ha! 

Steaw : You, a grandee yourself tliink, sir ! 

You have had too much to drink sir; 

You a candidate, Psha ! Psha ! 

Pray go home and tell your ma ! 
Chobus (satirically): ^ Ha! Ha! Ha! 

[_Exit Beaumanners^ 

Tyler is chaired and carried round the stage 
Dancers follow chairman. 

Tableau — Scene closes. 



SCENE II. 
Tyler's 'Umble 'Ome. 

Interior of Tyler's shop — hats in 
divers stages of completion. Enter Tyler , wear- 
ing a hat ^ puts it down^ folds his arms^ and 
paces stage. 

Tyi,er Though small this frame, huge as a brewer's 

vat, 
Is Tyler's mind, enlarging on the hat, 
Hatters, tis clear, must live, must drink, must 

eat ; 
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Why should not men wear hats npon their feet ? 
Or on their hands ? To me what does it matter 
If cobblers starve, or glovers — I'm a hatter. 
Things are unprofitable, stale and flat, 
I find few smart young men who want a hat. 

Knock at the door. Tyler listens before opening, 

A.re you the poor rates ? You must come again 
Are you the sewers ? Go and have a drain 
And come next Monday. Who aie you ? 
King's taxes ? Oh ! 

[Looks through keyhole) 
Why it's Jack Straw and lots of friends I know. 

Enter Straw y Lucy Straw, and Tyler s 
adherents, 

Tyler Thankye ! my sweetest Ellen — swift come here 
And fetch these gallant gentlemen some beer ; 
Pipes, baccy, nay, cold grog in moderation 
Then we'll discuss the business of the nation. 

{Ellen Tyler ^ assisted by Lucy Straw y clears a 
tahhy brings in arge cans of beer ^ pipes, Sc(*' 
Tyler's adherents sit at table, drink and smoke , 

Lucy Your sweethearts in the Guards. Mine's in 
the Force ; 

O ! if he knew it wouldn't Pa be cross. 
Ellen It seems to me the business of a pa 

Is simply all his children's bliss to mar. 

Duet : Ellen Tyler and Lucy Straw^ with Chorus, 

Ellen: Tm in love with an elegant fellow; 

LucY: My dear, that's just my ease; 

Ellen : I hope and I trust he*ll love nobody else; 

Lucy: My dear, he's not so base. 

Ellen: A duck of a bonnet he's promised; 

Lucy : I've one which you shall see; 

Ellen: He'fe a captain I think in the Life Guards pink ; 

Lucy: Mice's in division P. 

Choeus : 

The girls are all mad after soldiers. 
Or else for the Police; 
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In running about after blue and red coats. 
It seems that they never can cease; 

Withatra! la! la! la ! la ! la 
And a tra ! la ! la ! la ! la 
It seems that they never can cease. 

Exeunt Ellen and Lucy Straw, 

Tylek My chums, constituents, customers and friends 
Met here for strictly patriotic ends 
Your humble member a brief hearing begs. 
Armed with a speech, Tyler is on his legs. 
And the beginning and the end of this oratorical 

praxis, 
And one which in strict accordance with the 

the facts is. 
Is simply that I mean to do away with the taxes 
And give every man and woman in the country 

whatever they axes. 

{Great cheering) 
But of all duties which I shall have pleasure 
In knocking down, is that atrocious measure 
That foulest impost levelled at the fair. 
The Chignon tax — the tax upon back hair 
Oh ! my sweet friends a tail I could unfold 
How headU are now compelled to furnish gold. 
One Double Knockly Dun, the wretch ! professes 
To have the right to rummage ladies tresses. 
Paid in advance this tax must be — unkind ! 
To take before that which they wear behind^ 
Shall Richard's harsh and most unfeeling minions 
Dare lay their servile paws on female chignons ? 
My manly hearts, to circumvent their ends 
Back hair should be the hair of many friends. 
Strike for our top knots England, home and 

beauty, 
Tyler expects each girl to dodge this duty. 
Soon will bold Tyler to the nobs be showing — 
Mrs. Tyler (shrilly^ without). Pray, Mr. Tyler, 

when are those brutes going '^ 
Tyler. A — a — k — oh — ugh 
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{in a laie of abject cotuardice) I 
Straw (clapping him on ihi- shoulder) 

Cheer up my Biutus ' Liberty's bold martyr.. J 
TvLEB (mmily). But BrutiH wasn't married to i 
Tartar 

Enter Mrs. Tyler in n passim. 
Mus. T. What's all this hubbub, what these orgi< 
wasteful ? 
Smoking and drinking ! why its quite disgrace- 
ful. 
(To adherents) 

Disperse yourselves to all points of the compass, 
Straw. The needle points due east — there'll be a 
rumpus, 

^Exeunt Straw and his adheri 
TtlEB. (tryiriff to pliirk up courage) 

Woman ! remember that I am M.P. 
Mrs. T. {scornfully) " M.P. !" M. Fiddlestick ! I am 

M. She. 
[Taies Tyler 6y the alkr, and shakes him ; he crouches) 
Down on your knees ! your fond delusions 

scatter. 
iV/ brush your nap, you most pretentious hatter. 
Tyler, (ariile) If she a long, long nap would onl] 
take ! 
But ah ! she is so dreadful wide awake 
Mus. T. The people's friend, forsooth ! Td hai 
you know 
To one class only, services you owe -, 
For many centuries we've been your slaves ; 
What are ye ? smoking, drinking, dining knavi 
Lounging at clubs in soft luxurious ease. 
Perpetually a.sking for latchkeys — 
And while of your ill temper we're the taiget. 
Yon grudge us a poor fortnight's trip lo Mi 

gate. 
But this shall end : our sex shall vanquish a 



vfflS^H 



WAT TYLER. 1^ 



Twixt wife and husband there shall be a Mill. 
Speak, wretch ! is lovely woman man's inferior ? 
Tyler. Qivhiningly) She is immeasurably his superior. 
Mrs. T. Say, will ye vote that women shall learn 

Greek ? 
Tyler. Yes, if they like, and Turkish twice a >veek. 
Mrs. T. You go to Bath ! Shall they learn mathe- 
matics ? 
Tyler. Yes, dear, and leapfrog, likewise .numis- 
matics. 
Mrs. T. On juries shall they serve? Come, quick,. 

decide — 
Tyler. Certainly (aside), but Fd rather not by you 

be tried. 
Mrs. T. Shall they ride steeplechases ? 
Tyler. I daren't balk her. 

Yes, Love — 
Mrs. T. And walk the hospitals. 

Tyler. O ! Walker !■ 

(desperately) I won't dispute your arbitrary 
fiat. 
Do anything you like, for peace and quiet, 
From chasing foxes— leaping gates and ditches — 
To wearing — 
Mrs T. (fiercely) What ? 

Tyler, (meekly)) Well, say Caesare witches. 

(Loud double knock at the door)* 
I'm desp'rate now — all taxes I defy — 
Ho, Ellen, Lucy. 

Enter Ellen and Lucy, 
Ellen. Who is it ? 

Double Knockley Dun. 'Tis I ! 

No more, O Tyler, from this door you'll shove 

me, 
I am the Taxes — you must learn to love me. 
Tyler. That's what I have been trying all my life 
To do, but can't succeed — ^with 

(Mrs Tyler confronts him menacinglyy 
My DEAR wife ! 
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Dun. My long arrears I now am going through, 
I want this 'ere — {pointing to Lucy) 

That 'ere — {pointing to Ellen) 

And this — 
(pointiiig to Mrs. Tyler : Tyler takes off" his hat 
and shows that he is bald) 

Not you. 
Quick, quick as Time can fly upon Love's 

pinions, 
Pay five and sixpence each for those three 
chignons. 
Ellen. You horrid man ! you wretch ! I do declare 
That every bit of it is my own hair ; 

{Jj^ts her hair down — whispers to Lucy) 
Just pick up the frisettes. 
Tyler, {to Dun) Now, what d'ye say ? 

{sarcastically) Perhaps youM like to call another day. 
Mrs. T. {to Dun) It's her own hair : I'll bet a bran 

new moir6. 
Dun. Perhaps it is a wig — 
Ellen. Oh ! what a S — Tory ! 

Dun. I'll ascertain, I must, I will. That's flat. 

I'll have your hair — {advances to pull her hair) 
EiiLEN. {screams) Papa ! 

Tyler, {indignantly to Dun) I'll have your hat ! 

{bormets Knockley Dun and forces his 
head-dress over his eyes) 
Monster ! prepare for my avenging whacks, 
With this good hammer I'll knock in your tax, 

{Seizes a sledge hammer, knocks Double Knockley 
Dun down. He groans and falls heavily. 
Tyler bestrides his prostrate body. Tableau . 
Tyler blows a whistle. Jjck Straw and Ty^er^s 
adherents rush in. 

Tyler. I've done the deed ! I've cut away the jib I 
I've cracked this most unholy miscreant's crib ! 
The world political has lost its axis ; 
Tyler revolts, and scorns to pay the taxes. 
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Quick, let us show throughout the entire nation 
Our ** ignorant impatience of taxation." 
Send forth the Fiery Cross from Hull to Dun- 
stable ! 
The Union join, and then outrun the constable. 
Let arts and commerce, laws and learning die ; 
But leave us still one Patriot — which is I 

{strikes his breast proudly) 
So perish all who challenge Tyler's ire : 
The game is up — the fat is in the fire — 
A blaze will set the lawyers and the law ! 
Fm a wild Injun — I'm your Captain — 

Mrs. T. Psha ! 

Tyler. On ! on to London — pluck up every rail — 
Cut all the telegraphs, and rob the mail ; 
Up with the pavement, down with the street 

lamps, 
Upset the cabs, deface the postage stamps, 
Give Freedom's banner, now it is unfurled, 
" The largest circuk.tion in the world." 

Business — Conspirators draw daggers , and rally 
round Tyler, Chorus 

Chorus of Wat Tyler s Adherents, 

This day we say we mean to do 

Our best to make the Tyrant me 
The hour he played his knavish tricks, 

And tried to seize our leader's sticks. 
This day we say we mean to play 

Old Goos'berry with despotic sway, 
This day to pay we thereby cease 

The poor rates, water, or police. 

Conspirators sneak off with Tyler at their head^ 



SCENE III. 

The Court of King Richard of Bordeaux at Bay- 
nard!s Castle^ E,C. Magnificent Gothic Saloon^ 
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with open timber roof, from the girders of which 
depfiid lighted cresseis. — Shields, l>annei:i, slags' 
heridj and antlers, trophies of armour, tapestry, 
^•c. L.R. a Regal Throne, with chair of state 
for the Queen, on a dais. 

King Richard, {languidly) 

Leave me goodtriends.praydo not wait forme, 
I am not hungry — suffer from ennui — 
Dont feel convivial — least of ail feel greedy — 
(aside) The fact is I'm most desperately seedy. 
Duke Humpueky. Come, come, dear nephew, keep 

your courage up. 
Queen, (aside) He kept it up last night on claret cup. 
Duke. With cares of state too much you work your 

brain. 
King, {laiiguidly) That's it. 

QcEEN. [aside] Not to say anything of the cham- 
pagne. 
King, (t/awiting) These politics have grown too 

much for me — 
King. I really do feel most intensely bored. 
Qdeen. {aside) That's usually the case with my 
sweet lord. 
Can anythiug your blase mind engage. 
King. I think that I should like to kick a page, 
To maltreat somebody, to show my power. 
Suppose we ssntyour lapdog to the Tower — 
Let's torture some one, cut some traitors' heads 
off— 
Sir William de W. Iworlh {Dogberrt/} rushes in. 

Wal. From every house Wat Tyler's torn the leads 
otf. 

King. Vlhat Tyler— Teddy ? 

Wal. Oh ! my Liege, much worse, 

Tyler the hatter— Tyler, Britain's curse. ■ 

He's in rebellion, with wild treason fired. ^M 

King. Well, let him stop there. ^M 



WAT TYLER. 23 



QuEFN. P'rhaps he won't get tired ? 

Wal. Thrice thirty thousand men are with him 
marching, 
The banking houses they are strictly searching. 
Their ravages and incendiary fires [friars ; 

Reach from New Cross right up towards Black- 
Spiers and Pond's they've sacked to the last roll ; 
At Waterloo refused to pay the toll ; 
At Birdcage Walk they Ve smugged the loyal 

sentry. 
And frightened the nobility and gentry. 
Queen. Send for the constables — these scenes must 
cease. 
Where are the, Specials ? 
King. Where are the police ? 

Wal. They cannot cope with such abandoned ruf- 
fins. 
Who say they have no bread — 
Kino. There, then, don't bother me ! As Fm a 
sinner 
I cannot stand it — ask the man to dinner ; 
Fd sooner hear an opera by Handel, 
Or a new version of the Byron scandal. 
Queen. Your guests approach, your minstrels tune 
their lutes. 
Don't think of Tyler and his noisy brutes, 
Duke. Nephew, the ball is going to begin. 
King. Fm very glad — pray let the guests come in. 

{Master if the ceremonies — Herald enters — 
flourish of trumpets) 

Herald. Ladies and Gents, you scarcely would 
imagine it. 
This is the noble Henry Plantagenet, 
No longer marcl^^ng 'neath fictitious banners. 
No longer Reginald Rimmel Beaumanners, 
But a most haughty and tremendous don. 
The King's half brother — Earl of Ascalon. 
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Enter Henry Plantagenet {Beaumanners) magnz- 

ficently attired. 
Plantagenet. Brother, your hand. How goes it, 

sweetest lad? 
King. Where have you been ? 
Plan. Astonishing the cad. 

Cowing the calves on Essex' marshy flats, 
(aside, sighing) And losing this poor heart among 
the hats 
Oh, Ellen ! Ellen ! but I must dissemble, 
Sweet Nelly, live ! buttraitVous Tyler, Tremble 
{to Queen) Your Majesty, if I may make so bold, 
I here present a youth as good as gold. 
Young Walworth Road, a stripling slim and 
tall. 
Queen, {curtseying) I think weVe met before. Sir, 

at Vauxhail, 
KiNG.^Come, let the ball begin : let's have the 

* Lancers. 
Plan. By all means, Dick ! trot out the lovely 
prancers. 

Ballet : The first chapter of the Order of the 

Garter 

{At the end of ballet sound ofcannim without 

Sir W. Walwowtji {solemnly) 

" There was a sound of revelry by night 

And Belgium's capital " — 
Queen. Fm in a fright. 

King. To fear why thus give way ? 
Plan. But why give more ? 

Arm ! arm ! it is the cannon's opening roar. 

Those guns are fired by some seditious mass. 
Sir W. They ain't ; it's an explosion of the gas. 

{guns) 
Queen. Hark ! how the deadly sound breaks in again. 
Sir W. It must be gas — 
Wal. You're right, Sir, in the main. 
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Sudden crash of arms outside, — Confusion, Tyler's 
idherents fully armed, with banners, 8fc, Enter 
Wat Tyler in armour, brandishing an enormous 
sword— Jack Straw, Lucy Straw, and El/en 
Tyler, Walworth Road and Plantagenet re~ 
cognise them. 

Wat. I am the Gas ; behold oppression's spurner. 
My name is Blazes ! I'm the Fishtail Burner, 
Sprung from a pipe long hidden in the mud. 

King. My good man, what do you require ? 

Wat. Bl-1-U-lood ! 

Free breakfast tables, cheap and wholesome 

vittals, 
And liberty to play at bowles and skittles. 
Blood ! beans and bacon ! freedom for the laity, 
Champagne, cigars, and orders for the Gaiety ! 

Plan. Presumptuous man, the theatre isn't built. 

Wat. Then build it straight, or more blood must be 
spilt. 

(points to his adherents) 

These are Wat Tyler's myriad warriors true 
And haughty nobles — 
Pl/.n. You're a reg'lar do — 

Wat. Fve killed your Dun. It's my confirmed 
opinion 
No more he'll meddle with a lady's chignon. 
He seized my daughter, next a door did slam 

her, 
Roast hare he claimed — I gave him veal and 
hammer. 
Plan. Pray where's your invitation to our balls ? 

Did youy sir, ever dwell in marble halls ? 
Queen. To scratch his face my fingers all are 

itching — 
Wat. (his arms akimbo) 

My marble hall, young sir, was the back 
kitchen. 
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I've come up stairs, and don't mean to go dow 

Till upside down I've luru'd diis London toi 

This is Jack Straw, My flag he serves beneadj 

His Castle. . 

Plan. Where's his donkey ' 

Wat. On the heath ! 

Plan, (to El(eu) Your father's mad, deny it if yoi 

can. 
Ellen, I'm sure papa's a very clever man. 
Tyler I see you quail 'neath my avenging eye- 
Jack S. {whispers to him) Captaia ain't yoa 

getcin' rather dry ? ~ 

Wat. Base is the slave who drinks and pays— 4b« 
nothing 

I don't mind " putting myself outside sothiog.*! 
Jack S. Well 'spose we ask ihe swells for just on^ 

small drop f 
Queen, [to King) Pray send for beer. 
King, {to servafits) Bring fifty casks of AUaopf 
Wat. Bass is the slave who pays ; we'll pay i 

more. 
Fllen. Papa, I think that you said that befor 
Plan, {to King, aside) Treat with this traitor, tl 

no wretch is viler. 
{aloud to servants) Superior stimulants for CaptaitI 

Tyler ! 
Wat. That's wcli. I'm glad to see pride on i 
kneej, 
But call me Ge.mhal Tyler if you pleai 
Begins to ritl and stagger, the double I 
goblet itt his /ii.?id. 
Wat. Is this a tankard that I see before me. 

The handle towards my hand ? come let moj 
clutch thee ! 
Plan. Just see if you ca^i that same handle dutchj 

Wat. {shifting his hands on goblet) 

It's got two handles, or else I'm a Dutchman. 
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What is it ? 
Ejng. Seltzer water and moselle. 

Wat. I thought that it was Kinahan's LL, 

Or Dunville*s Belfast. It tastes rather fieryish 

(very tipsily) 

Fiery, I mean — yesh, fiery {to Queen imper- 
tinently) Are you Irish ? 
Queen, {indignantly) The wretch ! 
Wat. No harm, mum ! Tyler is O.K. 

That's ** all correct." What was I going to 
say ? 

Fm getting blind, and deaf as any post. 

Would any gentleman propose a toast ? 

The more I drink the dryer do I feel, 
^ turns round) Is this a ball at the Hotel de Ville ? 

If so, you musn*t speak to me. 
Plan. The tipsy knave ! 

Wat. I say, young gentleman, let's have a stave ! 

SOKG : BeAUM ANKERS. 
'*THE STANDARD BEARER." 

Charades, you know, have now become the rage 

In publicatious humorous and serious; 
And persons of the wisest minds engage 

In creating unto most puzzling and mysterious. 
The lady of my love 1 will not name, 

I would not £ake a liberty so shocking; 
But if you'll try the enigmatic game. 

My secret very soon you'll be unlocking, {bis) 

My first's a thing which sometimes people take, 

When to them has been given but an inch, sir; 
My second's half of what we stockings make 

When winter's rigid frost begins to pinch, sir. 
I dare not tell my darling's little name; 

But still 1 11 hint in the discretest manner. 
My whole's a poem which brought our Laureate fam^ 

Renounced a little in the Cockney manner, {bisj 

{ SpoJcen) " Surname." 

My first's a thing on which by night you see 
Harmonious cats assembling hurry-scurry; 
My second's the accusative of She, 
Without the H; (I've read my Li&dley Murray) 
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The lady of my love I will not name ; 

I scorn such base and treasonable dodges; 
But still my whole's an officer of fame, 

Attached, I*m told, to all masonic lodges, (bis) 

Wat, {at end of So7ig) Very good song, very well 
sung, 
Jolly companions every one. 
Fill up the flowing bowl, my comrades go it ! 
More half and half for you, for me mor** Moet, 
I feel poetic — yes, my name is Tupper, 
And on the Grampian hills — that's what's for 
supper. 
{Falls heavily against Queen — takes hold of her 
hand to steady himself — ptits his arm round 
her waist. Queen screams.) 
King [draws his sword) Ha ! 

All the courtiers draw their swords y and encircle 
Tylery pointing their swords menacinglyy and 

crying Ha ! 

Wat. what d'ye mean ? and why's this steel hedge 

made ? 
Sir W. That hedge you'll find a real ha-ha, my 

blade ! 
{to a page) Bring me the City Arms ! 
Two pages advance bearing between them the 
well known coat of arms of the City of London 
on a shield. Sir William Walworth takes 
practicable dagger from shield and stabs Tyler 
repeatedly in a grotesque manner. Tyler runs 
about the stage pursued by Walworth. 
Meanwhile the Royal Guards fight with 
Tyler* s partisans y who are defeated^ and driven 
from stage. All gather round Tyler, who is in 
centre of stage y writhing in bur esque agonies^ 
Jack Straw by him also defeated, and lying on 
stage. 
Wat. a horse ! a horse ! give me another horse ! 
Plan, {sarcastically) The Mayor has taken you to 
Banbury Cross. 
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King. To the dark dungeon 'neath the Castle moat 

Off with 'em both, they rowed in the same boat, 
Xhe race they've lost — to lose it is no joke. 
I have a sculler who's an awful stroke^ 
The headsman — he'll decapitate you two. 
Wat. {piteous ly) I always paddled, sir, my own 
canoe, 
No harm I ever meant to king or law. 
The really guilty party is Jack Straw ! 
Jack S. {faintly) That you'd turn traitor, Wat, 

who'd ever think ? 
Wat. {more piteously) Believe me I was druv' to it 
through drink, 
And then my wife was always your reviler. 
King, {to guards) Search all the city through, for 
Mrs. Tyler, r 

To show this miscreant's destiny, straight ^etch 
her. 
{to other guards , pointing to Tyler) 

[Guards exeunt 

You ought to be removed. Sir, on a stretcher. 

-Gtcards surround Tyler, place him on a stretcher 
aud carry him off in procession, headed by t ''. 
executioner y masked, his axe towards Tylet . 
Jack Straw is led off by the collar. King and 
Queen follow in procession. At last,enter guards 
with Mrs. Tyler, her hair down, and in chains, 

Sir W. {solemnly pointing to Tyler) 

The victim see of treason and intemperance. 
Come woman! 
Mrs. Tyler, (boxes his ears) Whom do you 
call ** Woman " imperence ! 

[Exity with guards^ majestically 
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SCENE IV. 



! ihe Tower. —Enter Jack Str^nu, EJlen 
lylcr and Lucy Strain. 
Lucy, (to her father) Pa ! how do you feel in thai 

strange bondage pinned ? 
Jack S. I feel, my dear, as if my heels were skinned 
Lucv. {to Rlleii) And you, love, in that horrid iron 

bracing ? 
EllKN. My pet ! it doesn't hurt worse than tight 
lacing. 
Of cors-et hurts. I'll bear it ! All their days 
I Good girls should be of their papas the stays. 

'JiCK S. You can't be braver, you courageous girl. 
El.i.EK.lt's true my hair is getting out ot curl. 
Poor Marie Antoinette, in one sad night. 
From golden auburn turned a silv'ry white ; 
Now, mine from auburn, through the tincture's 

lack, 
Is turning to its natural colour — black. 
_ iCCY. To bear that also, darling, you must try — 
CElien. I'm sure that I shan't lire if I can't dye. 

(Tyler comes out from kennel, to which he 
is fastened by a long chain and a col- 
lar round his neck) 
Nothing but smath my misery can end, 

{sits doumon stage) 
Of my career this is the latter end. 

[Chorus. Juij Polmm.) 
Who of my chains will be the kindly filer — 
Ladies and gents, it's all up with Wat Tyler. 
And he who lately was the people's chief, 
l^eejis and wipes his eyes with his knuckles) 

Does not possess a pocket handkerchief. 
Ellen. Don't fret papa ! To cheer yourself you 
ought, 
Think you can go through the Insolvent Court. 
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Wat. I burnt it down ! To bankruptcy Fm bound. 

And cannot pay ten shillings in the pound. 
' Wal. Remove these prisoners to some distant cells 

That they mayn't listen to the traitors' yells. 
Wat. Than my poor prospects nothing could be 

stormier. 
Dun. You're right for once my noble friend — I'll 
warm yer. 

SCENE V. 

Wat Tyler ^ Jack Straw y Lucy, Ellen and the other 
prisoners are led off by guards. 

Within a hundred miles more or less of the 

Maypole in the Strand. Old St. Paul's in the 

distance. 

Tall Maypole decorated withflowers and ribbo7is. 
C. Pavilion with shops and balcony y above 
whichfloats the Royal Standard of England. 
Two yeomen of the guard, with halberts, on 
duty at bottom of staircase. Flourish of 
trumpets. Enter with escort of guards and 
pages. King Richard, Queen, Henry Plan- 
tagenet, and Walworth Road. 

Plan. Now do, dear brother, set Wat Tyler free, 
I'll sue for pardon on my bended knee- 
Than his rebellion nothing could be flatter — 
Besides, the man's as mad as any hatter. 

King. Toole late, Toole late — 

Plan. Not Toole — his name is Tyler — 

{persuasively) Now, on my supplication be a 
smiler — 

King. Why plead ye for ' this . man of fire and 
slaughter ? 

Plan, (diffidently) The truth is, sir, I'm spoons 
upon his daughter, 
The prettiest damsel that eyes ever saw. 

Wal. And I am madly nuts on Lucy Straw. 

King. What ! both in love. How nice ! upon my 
life 
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i think I'll fall in love wich my owe wife. 
Qi'KEN (aside) 

Conceited coxcomb J (^o Piatiiagetiet) Is tbi* 
Tyler married '( 
Plan. Oh ! very much indeed. His wife iheyVe 
carried 
Away from him to where he ne'er can clasp her. 
Queen. What sort of person is she ? 
Plan. She's a rasper ! 

KiMi. Strong minded? 

Plan. Very ; active, neat and handy. 

Kino. Att strong as cognac ? 
Plan. Stronger than British brandy. 

Kino {hastily) There ! let him out ! We meant 
to keep him months — 
To Mrs. Tyler let him go at once i 
The King forgives him and his rabble rout. 
They've all got wives ? 
Pus. Yes, all. 

Ki»o. Let 'em all out ! 

Don't lose an instant — bid the gaolers tree 'em, 
Wai™ Oh ! won't their better halves be glad to sejgj 
'cm ! "V 

Pi-AN. Ami Ellen Tyler won't you ,sec her free ? H 
ICiNQ. It she was wise she'd stay — ' 

Pl-AH. And marry me. 

VV*L. (to King) My gracious liege — may I wed 

Lucy Straw i 
King. You'd better not — 
Wai.. Oh ! say— 

^^^o. Don't be a haw. 

Plan. I fly to take Wat Tyler out ot prison, 

And mine to make that her who was once his'n, 

(Exeunt Plantagenet and Wulicortk Road 

Enter Proc-ssiou a„d Balht T^Lt a„d ether prisoner,. 

Wt^-r. {advances to King's balcony and takes ojf 

his hat) I should not. sir. hav^ m^H» thU diohf 

mistake. 



, sir, have made this slight 
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But that I was, of late, induced to take 

A little drop too much, which made me shiver. 

And interfered, I may say, with my liver : 

In money matters, too, being up a tree — 

Through the invention of machinery 

The hat trade being dull, I thought the Crown 

Might be the better for some putting down — 

King. All is forgiven, Tyler, say no more. 

Wat. I'm much obliged. You do me proud. Tm 
sure 
You're name I trust will go down to posterity. 

{hands Ki?ig a card) 
All orders executed with celerity. 
Pray on my stock your kind attention fix, 
The Paris velvet nap at twelve and six 1 

• I recommend . 'Tis light and soft as batter. 

King. Wat Tyler Fve appointed you my hatter. 

Wat. Oh ! gracious intimation, joyful day, 
I wonder now what Mrs. Tyler '11 say. 

Maypole Dance 

Plan. Indies and gentlemen — all we have done 
Rebellion, riot, only was for fun — 
Wat Tyler is the mildest manner'd man 
Who ever lived — he'll tell you. 

Wat. (advances) If he can 

I didn't mean it — still you will agree 
That Knockley Dun was rather hard on me -, 
But all that's past, in fun, night after night. 
We'll dance and speechify — in fun well fight — 
Heaven bless the King, the Clergy and the Laity, 
I hope you'll let me add to this the Gaiety — 
Of dull ennui and boredom the beguiler. 
Ladies and gents, I love yer — 

Mbb. T. Mr. Tyler ! 



84 WAT TYLER. 



•J 



Final Chokus. 

" COME LASSES AND LADS." Old English. 

Now all English lads and lasses, (bis) 
Form yourselves in regular classes, 

Dance the merry Maypole round. 

• All good lasses 
Form in classes. 
Opera glasses 
Scan your masses. 

Dance the merry Maypole round. 

And Walworth Koad shall dance with Straw, 
The name of the bed of Margery Daw ; 
The King shall dance with the lovely Queen, 
Wat Tyler too with Jack in the Green ; 

And Tom shall dance with Sue, 
And Billy shall dance with Prue. 
fisAUMANNEBS to Ellen. And I will dance with you. 
Ellen. The very best thing you can do. 

SiB William Walwobth to Mes. Ttleb. To you ma'am may. 

I advance. {Music pauses) 

Mes. Tyleb (speaks) I'll lead Me. Ttleb a dai^cb. 

REPEAT AND MERGE INTO BALLET. 

TABLEAU. CURTAIN. 

END. 



The Toilet.— a due atteutiou to the gifts and giaees 
of the person, and a becoming preservation of the ad- 
vantages of nature are of more value and importance 
with reference to our health and well-being, than many 
parties are inclined to suppose. Several of the most 
attractive portions of the human frame are delica^te and 
fragile, in proportion as they are graceftd and pleasing ; 
and the due conservation of them is intimately associated 
with our health and comfort. The hair, for example,, 
from the delicacy of its growth and textiire, and its 
evident sympathy with the emotions of the mind ; the 
skin, with ite intimate relation to the most vital of our 
organs, as those of respiration, circulation, and digestion, 
together with the delicacy and susceptibility ot its own 
texture ; and the teeth, also, from their peculiar structure, 
formed as they are, of bone or dentine, and cased with a 
fibrous investment of enamel j these admirable and highly 
essential portions of our frames, are all to be regarded 
not merely as objects of external beauty and display, but 
as having an intimate relation to our health, and the 
due discharge of the vital functions. The care of them 
ought never to be entrusted to ignorant and unskilful 
hands; and it is highly satisfactory to point out as - 
protectors of these vital portions of our frame the prepa- 
rations which have emanated from the laboratories of 
the Messrs. Rowland's, their unrivalled Macassar for the 
hair, their Kalydor for improving and beautifying the 
complexion, and their Odonto for the teeth and gums. 
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35, Bruton Street, Berkeley Square. 



Wm Ladles ^ €MIMreB 




Begstocnll theattention uf her patroiiM niul the ]iu1ilii^ {n'liernlly 
to her approved systom of Oilistlicnic tiiul GyniiiiwtH- Exitiiwh 
for Ladies and Cliildniii. It is ilic Hniiu' 119 llmt practiaoil ill 
Russia «ud Oenoaiiy, and attondod, according to offioiii] stutisties, 
with tlie best healthful rt'SulU. 

Eminent Members of tlic MeiUui] PrafvKUcin agtvc, " That fin- 
developing- the elicst aiiil hmgM, und eHtabliiihiu}; (mpociiilly in 
the young) sound gencml hetilth. tliis system U pcciilinrly adapted, 
and far svirpawes aiij other practiiifd in the United Kiiij>:ilom." 

Aa the results depend rhieily upon the pmgreasive upplieatiou 

of tho'HC eiereises, Madahe ItUEMNEB baa fur many years, under 

medical instruction, made the gradual training of beJ pupils a, 

special study, and hag, in rei.nm, hcen rewarded by sBtitifactory 

' testimonials. 

Another recommeodation is, that by this system the pupil im- 
perceptibly acquires au easy and graceful deportment, whieh is 
in too many iiwtanccs neglected during childhood. 

Masaue Bbbnnek iii4tniet!< personally at her Gymnasium, as 
above, and she also tenclie" Ladiea and Gentlemen nil the fashion- 
ahle ball-room dances and dataes comiquei by a new and easy 
method. 
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Th(Biii«atclit.'earpa.s]oiid KinoiiK ia going lUiJ Btt«ger j 
urJfiwify wjiirhes. - - -■*^ 

E)iim)fthcwtvurftlai!viinUaesiil'thi'«wafiiiBHw— 'Yng 
it Ui6 niMiMpitng tiy windiiiv the n'ipiJKW)iy,iiiwlttu~ 
nude in suuli a way, tliat it le miuiMerial to whidi B 

CHRISTIAN LA.NGE 

RnUotiivulilw oPlliii iiBW Mi-tru|ioliti"i U.iiI«-ajF Olflplcw 
<il oil all flit atatkiii" from WeHtiULltftM' teW 
®ri>ul]ituii. The .<."liii;k i-n in'rfrpt time kfj"]', viTy xtrijoaiij 
put HxiMiisEVH : Ihuy will W< niinle in iill "!'■ ■ 
S«ih»dU(*«lgllH<il^i'iiicvpr',- yr^riil. 

CHRISTIAN LANl, 

Ijftlix) inveniorul'tho iitw Comiii-iisiliiif: 1 i:iMri 

CHRISTIAN LANGE 



CHRISTIAN LANGE 

t mOe Agniit in OriMt Dritiiiii mitl Ir.^kn-l {of the •: 
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CHRISTIAN LANGE ' 

Kill* a inHxt nlook orMoiilinii: nml Co'ti. wuluhca i>ii It 

KyiuMil liy miy fur linaiily and t»ste. 

" WftWhc"! A",; iini r(ii*i"il ifi llii; liniiso. 

AH Watchtti niiJi Moiili'nii-'ii imikm Blinuld b« 
FSTltAND. for njpairB. 

tkilli PriKB UeiUl ami Itgnantilv Arnnlian — 
r., 1S«S. 
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This book should be returni 
the Library on or before the last du 
stamped below. 

A fine of five cents a day is incurred 
by retaining it beyond the specified 
time. 

Please return promptly. 
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